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such as I have foretold, in the fourth book
that awaits mention. It is the last arrival, has
only lain for about a month atop of O'Don-
nell's poems, waiting the writing of this letter.
It is a collection of folk tales under the name
of Beside the Fire, partly new and partly long
expected translations of a portion of the
Leabhar Sgeulaighteachta, as Dr. Hyde has
named his book of Gaelic stories. If Dr. Hyde
carries out his intentions, and continues to
gather and write out, in that perfect style of
his, traditions, legends and old rhymes, he
will give the world one of those monumental
works whose absence from modern Irish liter-
ature I have been lamenting. We have had
Gaelic scholars of great learning, but none
who have had the literary culture of Mr.
Hyde. He has both knowledge and imagina-
tion, a somewhat rare combination, and I
think he may be set down as the coming man
in Gaelic scholarship. His name is gradually
spreading beyond the four seas of Ireland. An
English authority of note said to me a while
since, when speaking of Dr. Hyde's telling of
a particular legend, "There never was such a
folk-lorist." Certainly, at any rate, we have
never had such a one, and if he makes his
work as exhaustive as it is fine, no country of
the world will have seen his master.